EXTREMES MEET

another car and jumped out on the pavement.    Von
Dangel shouted out something in German, and she got
in with him right away, took her hat off and threw it
down in the car, and then they were off like the wind."
"Which direction?"
" Right on past the Tip Top."
" North, eh ?   Was there any luggage in the car ? "
" I couldn't see, Skipper,    I thought if I got too close
to him when he was waiting there for Queenie Walters
(suspect) he might get frightened and drive off without
her."

" Did you know he was waiting for Queenie ? "
" Of course I didn't know he was waiting for her.   I
only knew he must be waiting for somebody, and as I
thought you'd want to know who it was I wasn't going to
frighten him away."

" How was von Rangel dressed ? "

" Major Ernst von Dangel (suspect) ? "

" The German officer.   His name doesn't matter."

" In the suit he bought when he arrived for sixty francs

"You're sure?"

Milton crossed himself."

" Certain, Skipper."

" Then perhaps this is only a joy-ride ? " Waterlow
suggested hopefully.

Milton shrugged his shoulders to disown theorizing.

" My business is to report what I see," he proclaimed
with unctuous solemnity, " Milton doesn't report f per-
hapses.' Only ' wases' and ' ises.' That's why I'm the
best man you've got, Skipper. As soon as I see Queenie
drive off with von Dangel, I said to myself, ' Milton, the
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